REMINISCENCES
died. And do you know that although I have seen
Granny only about three times and wasn't a bit attached
to her, I was upset for some reason—I don't know why.
Pve got no close relations any more now—only distant
cousins ... I won't have anything to do with them, They're
shopkeepers! You know, Vanya, you needn't have a shop
to be a shopkeeper. They hate us communists. Granny
also hated us. Why then should I, idiot that I am, cry
because she's dead?" She laughed and dried her tears
with the edge of the handkerchief
"My daddy was a fine man, he was a teacher, he was
killed by White Guards in the civil war. I've been alone
for three years now."
Tears poured abundantly down her cheeks, she got up.
"I'm letting myself go. Let's have some tea. I'll give you
a book to look at, it's better than looking at me." She
put a fat book in front of him and went out.
And so he sat and dared not move, contenting him-
self with the pleasure of looking at her room.
He had been there before, but always with the other
young people, and not for long at a time, and it had
always happened that he stood at the back and could not
see anything. Now he was here alone, and everything was
in full view.
It was a small room with log walls, a narrow bed
covered with a thin flannel blanket, a bookshelf over the
table and washing things in the corner. All these objects
were poor and impersonal, but for Danilov they had a
precious and important life of their own—within those
walls she breathed, here she slept, here washed herself, at
that table she sat and corrected exercise books, she had
turned the pages of those books, read them. *.. The
dearest and most interesting were the few things which
were evidently her own personal belongings and gave
him a glimpse into her inner world—there on the wall,
that photograph of an elderly man in a Russian shirt
and jacket in a polished frame with bronze corners—
that must be her father, although he was not like her.
And there was a thimble, her thimble. And what could

